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He has almost no faith in human beings and sets no value
on them. Mother was right—there's something dreadful
about him."
"I could see that," replied the khokhol morosely. "The
rulers have poisoned the minds of men. When the masses
rise up, they'll knock down everything. They want bare
land; if it isn't bare, they'll make it so. They'll tear down
everything."
He spoke slowly, and it was clear that his mind was
occupied with something else. The mother reached out and
touched him gently.
"Pull yourself together, Andryusha," she said.
"Wait a bit, nenko" he replied with quiet tenderness.
Suddenly he flared up and struck the table with his hand.
"It's true, Pavel! The muzhik will strip the land for his
own use once he gets on his feet! Hell Bum up everything,
like after the plague, removing all traces of the hurt he's
suffered."
"And then he'll stand in our way," observed Pavel
softly.
"It's up to us not to allow him to. It's up to us to rein
him in. We're closer to him than anybody else. He'll trust
us and follow us."
"Rybin has asked us to publish a newspaper for the
village," said Pavel.
"Just the thing!"
"Too bad I didn't argue with him," said Pavel with a
short laugh.
"There's still time for it," said the khokhol calmly,
running his fingers through his hair. "Go on piping, and
those whose feet are not rooted in the earth will dance
to your tune. Rybin was right when he said we don't feel
the earth under our feet, and we oughtn't to, because it's
our job to give it a good shaking up. We'll shake it once
and people will be torn loose; we'll shake it again—and
they'll be free."
"Everything looks so simple to you, Andryusha," said
the mother with a laugh.

